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Nicko smirked as he caught the sound of footsteps descending down the hallways, the drummer jittery with 
anticipation where he stood poorly concealed behind the u-turn of the corridor. The ragged wine red hotel wall 
to wall carpet felt course under his bare feet, his back pressed closely to the cold stone wall as he peered 
around the corner. False alarm. The man huffed and pouted as he watched a small redheaded woman unlock her 
door, taking a good look at her voluptuous ass before she slipped inside her suite. Now, those were some nice 
goods, but not what he had come for. Sighing heavily, the man impatiently tapped his foot as he continued his 
wait. 


The idea had crept into his mind earlier during the day. Scheduled for a casual band photoshoot, everyone else 
had done their sessions and popped off to waste the rest of their days on amusements and sight seeing. 
Everyone except Steve - the band boss who would always stay behind to survey everything and make sure it 


ran smoothly according to his vision. That said, the way in which the bassist was studying him this particular 
day caught Nicko off guard. Intense dark eyes framed by long coal black lashes; they appeared to almost glow 
with something akin to desire. And the drummer felt as if he was reassured that what he'd noted might very 
well be there, when each time he glanced up to attempt holding the other man's gaze, the brunette hurriedly 
averted his eyes. A flush would colour his tan cheeks rosy pink, and the bassist would shift his weight back 
and forth between his feet. When they were done, Nicko had walked up to the smaller man, purposely letting 


their bare arms brush and he could have sworn that the other man was shuddering at the contact. 


The sound of sneakers coming up the stairs snapped Nicko out of his reverie, and this time when he poked his 
head out; he noted a familiar mop of wild dark brown curls. The younger man was clad in short turqoise 
running shorts and a baggy black tee, his hair tumbling down more than halfway his back. His long, lean bare 
legs immediately caught the blonde's attention. The muscles of the bassist's forearm flexed as the man dug 
his hand into his pocket, the rattling of keys echoing through the empty walkway. And that's when the 
drummer made his move; admiring soft looking corkscrew curls and a plump perky ass, he silently closed in on 
the smaller man. Stopping right behind his back, still unnoticed, he smirked and then grabbed the man by the 


upper arms, pulling him back. 
"Bludi ‘ell.!" Steve gasped in surprise, the keys clinking as they fell to the floor. 


"Startled ya, ol! boy?" laughed Nicko, purposely pulling the smaller man closer to his body, enjoying the heat 
Steve was radiating; his chest molding to Steve's strong, warm back. 


"Yer the only one | would admit it ta, but yeah, | spose you did startle me a bit." the bassist chuckled, clearly 
embarrassed and when the drummer peered down over the tiny brunette's shoulder, he was sure he spotted 


a faint blush. 


Taking a deep breath, the blonde rested his cheek against the top of the other man's head, one big hand 
resting on Steve's shoulder, the other intentionally splayed across the bassist's stomach right above his navel. 
Breathing in, Nicko allowed the scent of coconut milk to fill his nostrils, silky soft dark curls gliding against his 
cheekbone. The hand on Steve's shoulder slowly descended just a bit, until the drummer's palm rested over the 
younger man's chest, feeling a stiff nipple poke the palm through the thin cotton fabric. The longer Nicko kept 
the contact, the tenser he felt the brunette's body become, muscles rigid and strung tight. 


"Wot are you doin’, Nicko..? | don't spose you were plannin’ on spendin’ the night snoggin' me out ‘ere, eh..” 
mumbled the smaller man eventually, one callused hand coming up to take a gentle hold of Nicko's wrist, closing 


around it and pulling lightly as if urging him to back off. 


The drummer didn't move, however. Instead, he pressed himself closer to the younger man's body, his crotch 
pushing against the small of Steve's back, enjoying the hard feel of Steve's well toned body as a contrast to 
the soft feminine curves he was accostumed to. Letting the hand on Steve's belly move, the older man 
explored the abdomen, although there was a tad of chub there that he decided he very much enjoyed. 
Fingertips grazed the jut of the brunette's hip bone, tracing it cautiously. When he reached the hemline where 


Steve's tee ended, Nicko smirked in satisfaction as when he slipped his thumb up beneath the fabric, feeling 
bare heated flesh. The bassist's breath hitched. 


"Nick, fuckin’ stop it," scoffed the brunette, but he didn't sound very convincing; his tone weak and insecure. 


"| would, case ya actually wanted me tstop. But | know ya, | saw ya earlier. Ganderin meself up an’ down, 
y'were. Y'think | ain't got eyes ta see with? Didn't think y'would fancy lil ol me in that manner, now, but whom 
| ta turn ya down? I'd stop if ya wanted me ta, but we both know ya don’t," the blonde stated confidently, 


dipping his head and murmuring the words close to the other man's ear. 


"That's fuckin’ bollocks, you know | fancy birds. Either way, I'm married," Steve quickly replied, but the shaky 


note to his voice betrayed him. 
"Yeah, course, is that why yer raisin’ a ‘kin party tent in yer shorts, eh?" 


Whatever the younger man had been about to say seemed to have been wiped clear off his mind, as he 
snapped his mouth shut; curling his fists tightly. Nicko took the momentual silence as a que, and let his big 
right hand drop. Feeling the more course fabric of Steve's shorts against his fingertips, the protruding bulge 
was easy to find The drummer gently cupped the bassist's crotch, feeling the beginning hardness of the other 
man's shaft pushing back at him. 


"Nick..!" 


Steve gasped, one hand suddenly flying up to dig its nails into the skin of the drummer's bare forearm, the 


smaller man's hips bucking forwards involuntarily. 


"C'mon, ‘Arry, we both know y'want it pretty ‘kin bad, don't ya..?" the blonde murmured, beginning to rub his 


palm against the hardness in slow, firm circular motions. 


The action appeared to be rendering the younger man speechless, and Nicko took the opportunity to nip the 
exposed earlobe. Peering down at the younger man's face, he noted the hooded dark eyes and a trembling 
bottom lip accompanied by flustered cheeks. The sight was enough to send a bolt of desire down the 
drummer's spine, making his own cock twitch in delight. Steve was indeed a vision to behold when aroused, with 
his flushed cheeks, even the tip of his nose bearing a pinkish hue. Nicko felt the other man begin to tremble 
against him, felt Steve's legs wobbling; felt the tiny muscle spasms when the brunette's hips inched forwards 
in desperate pursuit of more friction The drummer responded by pressing down harder, nearly grinding his 
hand against the now raging hardon; fingertips tickling the curve of Steve's taut balls. Long fingers enabled him 
to reach farther back and brush the sensitive spot hidden behind the heavy sack. The reponse was a quiet, 


barely restrained moan 


"N-nick.. we can't - sumbody might--" the bassist breathed, intelligibly attempting to get his point across, 


even as he hung on for dear life to the man responsible for his pleasure. 


"Blimey, yer right. Better make it quick, eh?" the drummer grinned, no stranger to a bit of exhibitionism and to 
be truthful, the idea of someone catching him with Steve submitting to him in this manner quite turned him 


on. 


But to stay true to his promise, Nicko let the hand that had been fonding Steve's chest travel upwards until it 
closed over Steve's long neck, feeling the adam's apple bob against the palm and the hammering of Steve's 
heartbeat through his pulse point. 


The brunette's breath hitched, and Nicko felt some of the nervous tension wear off as the other man leant 
back against him; their bodies pressed flush together, the drummer opting to relocate the hand that had been 
fondling Steve's goods. Deciding to go for skin on skin stimulation, Nicko slipped his hand beneath the waistband 
of the bassist's tiny shorts, into the underwear. Slightly course, curly dark pubes grazed his fingers; and then 
he could feel the swollen, heated bar of flesh that was Steve's cock. It strained against the fabric of his 
briefs, the shaft rather thick and sizable. Running his big thumb over the plump head, the taller man was 
delighted to find a hefty amount of precum oozing from the slit as he pulled the foreskin back Smearing the 
liquid along the sensitive tip, nose buried in thick brown curls, Nicko focused on the mewling noises Steve was 


making. It was music to his ears. 
"L-let's... just get in - ah - the f-fuckin’ suite, Nick." 


"But its so much fun out here, inn" purred Nick in response, taking the opportunity to drag his tongue along 
the bassist's cheek bone. 


Steve shuddered, hips stuttering as long strong fingers tickled his balls, trailing the seam separating the orbs 
up and down; thumb pressing down at the spot where sack and cock connected. With his eyes squeezed shut, 
the bassist's free hand sought blindly for the older man's wrist, closing around it but instead of yanking it 
away, he guided it upwards until the fingers closed around the throbbing shaft in a firm ring. Nicko felt the 
pulse racing through the member, felt it twitch in anticipation and so he caved in; glancing over his shoulder 
just in case somebody might show up but the hallway remained empty. 


Steve on the other hand appeared to have forgotten they might receive unwanted company once the fist drew 
a lazy languid stroke up to the very tip; the drummer's thumb grazing the head as a tease. The response was 
a restrained curse, and Nicko almost snickered, his own half hard cock digging into the curve where Steve's ass 
began. Steve wasn't a big man, but getting him like this he felt even smaller; pliable and needy. The drummer 
drew his fist tighter and then dropped down all the way to the base. The motion made the bassist whimper, 


hips slamming forwards to meet the stimulation. 


Lazily, tentatively, Nicko drew his fist upwards again, feeling the younger man's own fingers tighten significally 
around his wrist and he knew Steve was getting impatient. So he dropped down again, the groan he was 
rewarded with sending bolts of need down his own spine. Having mercy, he began to move his hand in more 
rhythmical motions, slowly building speed, ignoring the way the brunette was attempting to thrust forwards to 


rush the process. 


Steve was coming undone litle by little; his ragged breathing echoing throughout the empty hallway. His curls 
were getting damp, his forehead sheened by a thin layer of sweat. He was chewing on his own lips, eyelids 
quivering as he rolled his hips; fucking the blonde's fist and had the drummer not been holding him up, he 
might as well have collapsed onto the floor. His legs barely even supported him, his hands clinging to Nicko like 
grapple hooks. Wanting to hear Steve struggle, wanting to torture him with sweet pleasure; the drummer 
pressed down on the brunette's throat, only briefly restricting his breathing and shivering in delight as the 
smaller man's breaths became notably laboured. Still, Steve didn't protest. If anything, he seemed to be turned 


on by it; because his thrusts were becoming uneven and sloppy. 


"N-nick - Nick - m'gon'.!" the bassist rasped, his breath hitching in his throat and Nicko applied more firm 
pressure to that neck he held in his grasp. Felt the life force pulsing through Steve's veins; buzzing. 


Pump. 

Tighter. 

Pump. 

Steve's cock twitched twice, so hard it nearly jumped, and then the man fell apart with a strangled whine. 
Warm, sticky dribbles of cum redirected by tight fabric ran in rivulets over the blonde's long fingers, soaking 
through the crotch of turqoise shorts. Sated, the bassist panted, his chest heaving for breath; and Nicko 
grinned, pleased with his accomplishment. 

Slowly, the brunette came to his senses. Not a word was spoken, and the moment Nicko could tell Steve was 
strong enough to stand on his own, he let go. Slipping away hurriedly with quick strides, paying no mind to the 


other man's still throaty voice calling his name. 


Left on his own was Steve, confused with a difficult time to process what he just experienced, his heart 


racing. 


